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peasants chanted a ballad, of which the burden is
still remembered:

And shall Trelawney die? and shall Trelawney die?
Then thirty thousand Cornish boys will know the reason
why!

The miners from the caverns re-echoed the song
with a variation:

Then thirty thousand underground will know the reason
why!

The refrain is ancient, but the poem itself was com-
posed by Mr. Hawker. This is its earliest form: it
afterwards underwent some revision.

THE  SONG  OF  THE  WESTERN MEN.

A good sword and a trusty hand,

A merry heart and true,
King James's men shall understand

What Cornish lads can do.
And have they fixed the where and when,

And shall Trelawney die?
Then twenty thousand Cornish men

Will know the reason why!
What! will they scorn Tre, Pol and Pen,

And shall Trelawney die?
Then twenty thousand underground

Will know the reason why!

Out spake the captain brave and bold,

A merry wight was he:
'Though London's Tower were Michael's hold,

We'll set Trelawney free.
We'll cross the Tamar hand to hand,

The Exe shall be no stay;
We'll side by side, from strand to strand,

And who shall bid us nay?
What! will they scorn Tre, Pol and Pen,

And shall Trelawney die?
Then twenty thousand Cornish men

Will known the reason why!ing the trial of
